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Rajon's Portrait of Whistler. 


PROPOSITIONS, .. 
a Ww. Lou 4X99 
I. That in Art it is criminal to go beyond the 
means used in its exercise. 


II. That the space to be covered should 
always be in proper relation to the means used 
for covering it. 


III. That in etching, the means used, or the 
instrument employed, being the finest possible 
point, the space to be covered should be small 
in proportion. 


IV. That all attempts to overstep the limits 
insisted upon by such proportions are inartistic 
thoroughly, and tend to reveal the paucity of 
the means used, instead of concealing the 
same, as required by Art in its refinement. 


Voed nat the “huge eplate therefore, isan 
offence—its undertaking an unbecoming display 
of determination and ignorance—its accomplish- 
ment a triumph of unthinking earnestness 


and uncontrollable energy—endowments of the 
peauttene: 


VI. That the custom of ‘‘ Remarque” ema- 
nates from the amateur, and reflects his foolish 
facility beyond the border of his picture, thus 
testifying to his unscientific sense of its dignity. 


VII. That it is odious. 


VIII. That, indeed, there should be no mar- 
gin on the proof to receive such ‘‘ Remarque.” 


IX. That the habit of margin, again, dates 
from the outsider, and continues with the col- 


lector in his unreasoning connoisseurship—tak- 
ing curious pleasure in the quantity of paper. 


X. That the picture ending where the frame 
begins, and in the case of the etching, the 
white mount, being inevitably, because of its 
color, the frame, the picture thus extends itself 
irrelevantly through the margin to the mount. 


XI. That wit of this kind would leave six 
inches of raw canvas between the painting and 
its gold frame, to delight the purchaser with 
the quality of the cloth. 


ty, 


Annte, seated, 


MR. WHISTLER’S ETCHINGS. 


THE EDITOR OF THE DAILY CHRONICLE. 


Sir—Mr. Whistler’s plate, ‘‘ Black Lion 
Wharf,” or ‘‘ The Black Lion,” a reproduction 
of which is, I believe, to be published in to- 
day’s Chronicle, is one of the greatest engraved 
plates that has been produced in modern times. 
i would even say that it is the greatest etching 
of modern times were it not for the fact that it 
is but one of a set known as ‘‘ The Thames 
Series,” etched by the master some thirty-five 
years ago. This ‘‘Thames Series,” although 
not as I propose to point out, the first etched 
work of Mr. Whistler is, however, the first of 
that long succession of series which he has been 
issuing from that time until the present. 

In the Thames plates, it was Mr. Whistler’s 
aim to show the river as it was in 1859, and 
each one of them is a little portrait of a place, a 
perfect work of art. For the rendering, as Mr. 
Whistler has rendered them, of these old houses 
in which every brick and every tile has been 
studied, every window frame rightly drawn, 
every bit of color truly suggested, is as much 
portraiture, and as difficult to accomplish, as to 
give the portrait of the old lighterman sitting in 
his barge. So difficult is it, indeed, that but 
two men in the whole history of the world have 
done such a thing. The one a Dutchman of the 
seventeenth century, the other an American 
happily living and working to-day. The one, 
Rembrandt, died virtually uncared for and 
ignored by his contemporaries; if the other lives 


and still works, it is only because he has the 
courage of a great artist, which has enabled 
him, during a whole lifetime, to fight through 
the insults and abuse that have been hurled at 
him unceasingly from the highest critical au- 
thority in England, as John Ruskin was con- 
sidered at one time, to the veriest halfpenny a 
liner; none was too high or too low to revile 
this artist, the man who certainly —we all know 
it now—will carry on the traditions of art to 
future generations. Now everything that he 
has produced is perfect, he is told; but as he 
himself has said, if it has been found good 
to-day, why was it not also good at the time it 
was brought forth ? 

As I have said, these etchings are perfect 
portraits of the London that we of the younger 
generation have never seen, but Mr. Whistler 
has made it so real for us that it will live for 
ever. We may talk of Hollar, of Canaletto, of 
Piranesi, of Hogarth, but not even that master 
makes us feel the reality of London as Mr. 
Whistler does. 

Among the other plates in the same set, are 
the ‘‘ Forge,” a dry point, excessively rare; the 
‘* Limehouse,” a view down the Reach at low 
tide, with tangled barges lying in the mud; the 
‘Lime Burners,” with its beautiful suggestion 
of light and shade; ‘‘ Wapping;” the ‘‘ Custom 
House,” which even Mr. Hamerton was com- 
pelled to praise in a niggardly fashion, though 
to his last day he never had any true under- 
standing of the art of Mr. Whistler. While this 
series alone is enough to win immortality for 


any man, it marks but one period in his life’s 
work. The first etchings, I believe, that Mr. 
Whistler produced were a series of maps made 
for the United States Coast Survey, and in their 
original state are, I fancy, virtually unknown. 
At any rate I do not think they were ever pub- 
lished, as the artist and the chief of the survey 
had, I have heard, diametrically opposite opin- 
ions as to what a tree should look like in a 
map. Really the first series of plates, I think, 
is that known as ‘‘ The French Series,” possibly 
because, as I have always understood, it was 
made in Germany, though published in France. 
Among these are ‘‘The Unsafe Tenement,” 
‘“The Cabaret,” and several other plates per- 
fectly well known. Next came many portraits 
and plates, from Chelsea to the Lower River, 
from Paris to London, among them the ‘‘ Thames 
Series,” which latter won for their author the 
strongest kind of recognition in the land of the 
other great etcher, Holland, if, at that time, 
nowhere else. Artists—I don’t mean painters 
with titles before and after their names—have, 
however, always appreciated the art of Mr. 
Whistler. ‘ 

But from 1860 to 1880, although very many 
plates were made, I do not think Mr. Whistler 
brought out any consecutive series. About 1881 
he went to Venice, and after an aksence from 
London of a year or more—his longest from the 
metropolis until he shook for ever the dust of 
this unappreciative place off his feet—he brought 
back some fifty or sixty coppers which are now 
called masterpieces—true, they always were by 


. 


artists—but were then known as “‘ another crop 
of Mr. Whistler’s little jokes,” by that truthful 
person, Henry Labouchere. This, however, 
was mild. Acchorus of abuse was uttered by 
Frederick Wedmore, P. G. Hamerton, Harry 
Quilter, and many others who, fortunately for 
themselves, did not sign their names. But 
those who did have ever since been trying to 
the best of their ability to prove that, whenever 
they write about Mr. Whistler, they always 
make themselves ridiculous. Since then Mr. 
Whistler has gone on steadily working. Several 
plates were done in provincial France; still 
others in Holland. One or two studies of long 
lines of canals, windmills in the distance, are in 
feeling much the same as Rembrandt, but in line 
much superior to Mr. Whistler’s only rival. In 
fact, Sir Francis Seymour Haden said not very 
long ago that if he were compelled to give up his 
Rembrandts or his Whistlers, the Rembrandts 
would go first--an appreciation that was cer- 
tainly genuine. After the French work came a 
Belgian set; but I am not sure if these have 
ever been regularly published; and I do not 
believe I am revealing any secrets when I say 
that I have seen the first proofs of another 
French series which, when:-they are issued, will 
delight the handful of people who know, by 
their beauty of line, their grace of subject, their 
exquisite handling. In this last Paris series, 
when the world sees it, all save the critics, will 
be compelled to acknowledge that here are 
consummate plates by the master. All his work 
is alike perfect. It has only been produced 


under different circumstances, and isan attempt 
to render different effects or situations. There- 
fore the methods vary, but the results are 
always the same—great Consequently the 
‘Black Lion Wharf” is appropriate, not only 
as an illustration of the riverside of London a 
quarter of a century ago, but as showing a 
characteristic example of the marvellous work 
of the master. And it proves conclusively also, 
as I have pointed out before, as 7he Daily 
Chronicle has pointed out as well, that great 
artists to-day, in showing their work to the 
public through the Press, are doing but what 
the great masters of the past did when they 
showed theirs to the same public through the 
Church. I do not expect the critics to under- 
stand me—that, however, is unimportant. But 
I would say to the readers of Zhe Daily 
Chronicle that never in the history of the world 
has there been such a series of remarkable 
drawings published by a daily paper, and never 
before have two great artists. like Mr. Whistler 
and Sir Edward Burne-Jones contributed to a 
daily journal. Their motives may have been 
deliberately mis-stated, but one of their real 
reasons is their interest in the most striking 
experiment in modern journalism. There is 
another point which this plate of Mr. Whistler’s 
emphasizes—that work which is really good 
looks well under any conditions. 


JOSEPH -FEN NEEL. 


LonpDoN, February 22, 1895. 
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THE FOLLOWING ETCHINGS BY 
MR. WHISTLER MAY AT PRESENT BE SEEN IN 
THE SLOCK OF 


MESSRS. FREDERICK KEPPEL & CO., 


20 EAST SIXTEENTH STREET, 


NEW YORK. 
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December first, 1899. 


THE THAMES SERIES. 


Black Lion Wharf. 

Thames Police. (Custom House.) 
The Forge. 

Westminster Bridge. 
Rotherhithe. (Wapping.) 
Old Hungerford Bridge. 
The Pool. 

Becquet (The Fiddler). 
Lime Burners. 

The Little Pool. 

Eagle Wharf. 

Limehouse. 

Thames Warehouses. 
Millbank. - 

Early Morning. Battersea. 
Chelsea Bridge and Church. 


OFHER ETCHINGS. 


Adam and Eve Tavern. Old Chelsea. 
Amsterdam. 

Annie. ° 

Annie, seated. 

Battersea Bridge. 

Bibi Lalouette. 

Bibi Valentin. 

The Bridge. 


Cutler’s Street. 


Dog on the Kennel. 
Doorway and Vine. 


En Plein Soleil. 


Florence Leyland. 
Fumette. 


Greenwich Park. 


Landscape with the Horse. 
Little Arthur. 

Little Mast. 

Little Putney. 

Little Wapping. 

Liverdun. 
’Long-shoremen. 


La Marchande de Moutarde. 
The Mast. 


La Mére Gerard. 
The Music Room. 


Old Clothes Exchange. 


Passages de |’Opera. 
Piazzetta. 

Ponte Piovan. 

The Punt. 


Quiet Canal. 


Rag Gatherers. 
Reading by Lamplight. 
Reading in Bed. 

La Rétameuse. 


Seymour. . 
Seymour Haden the Younger. 
Sketching. "7 


Soupe a Trois Sous. 
Street at Saverne. 


Unsafe Tenement. 


Venus. 
La Vieille aux Loques. 


Whistler with the White Lock. 
Wine Glass. 
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